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Summary:
Now that Ashley accepts "Andy" is dead as their parents, maybe she will finally get it through her thick fucking skull that Andrew will never leave her, that he does not even want to, and she does not have to threaten or manipulate him to keep him by her side.

POST-BURIAL ROUTE // Andrew will make Ashley see how much better this version of him is than the dead boy she pines over.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Chapter 1: Perhaps Perhaps Perhaps
Chapter Text

Now that Ashley accepts "Andy" is dead as their parents, maybe she will finally get it through her thick fucking skull that Andrew will never leave her, that he does not even want to, and she does not have to threaten or manipulate him to keep him by her side.

Underneath the sarcasm, the complaints, the objections, deep down - but not really that deep, not core-of-the-earth deep like he wants it to be - Andrew knows he needs his sister as much as she needs him.

Maybe they had always been weird.

There's a reason their mother was so quick to jump to conclusions.

When he looks back past memories rarely revisited (Dingy, rusted surroundings—The smell of musty air—The sound of hacking coughs, and "I can't breathe…!" and desperate pleading—), he realizes there was only a short time where they had what anyone would call a normal relationship. So early in their lives, Andrew became Ashley's everything. The only one who understood her even a fraction, who loved her even if she often tore his patience to shreds.

Because even when she did, he still liked being around her.

And he likes it even better now.

The way his blood rushes when they argue, Andrew feels alive in a way he never does otherwise. And even if Ashley is rude and crude and utterly sociopathic, well, she still manages to be funny. Always blurting out some comment unfiltered through her dark, irreverent sense of humor; sometimes saying something so fucked up but always so amusing that he has to laugh. How she can be that quick-witted when he rarely saw her pick up a book, he has no idea.

What he does know is Ashley is as cute as she ever was. With those big doe eyes that would make her look innocent to someone who had never spent five minutes around the harpy. That sweet little smile and giggle she laughs when he says something that makes her happy. Such a pretty shell hiding the rancid soul within.

And… sexy, even.

The way her tits push together when she crosses her arms and glares at him, cleavage perfectly on display in the low-cut shirts she wears every goddamn day. Andrew is an expert at not outright staring, just sneaking an eyeful when she is not paying attention. Even now that he has the idea Ashley would not mind all that much (but still would definitely comment on it), and actually sort of suspects she started wearing those tit-flaunting tops for him in the first place. How many times had he imagined taking one in his—

And Jesus. That choker she picked out when he took her on a birthday outing…? ("Thanks for the date, big brother!" Ashley had teased.) That strip of velvet that brings out the slender neck his hands had curled so easily around when they fought that time… It's ridiculous how much he loves the thing—top three purchases of all time.

And her hair. His fingers gravitate towards it automatically, no thought, just an instinctive thing when her head rests on his lap.

There was no wondering very long about why he could not be appropriately mad at his little sister for terrorizing his first and only girlfriend, why he could not properly chew her out for being such an insanely possessive asshole and generally shitty human being.

Because he knows he would be the same in her place.

Andrew has his own co-dependency issues. Like lying about his nightmares and panic attacks. Sure, he has them sometimes; that part was not a complete fabrication. But after years of going to Ashley in troubled moments, he started to like sleeping beside her. What other excuse did he have to do that?

But now there is no reason to lie. Andrew does not need to pretend to do anything anymore. There is no need to feign he is not just as co-dependent as his antisocial personality-disordered, aggravating… annoyingly hot little sister.

He can admit it to himself even if he will not admit it to Ashley: he needs her mentally or emotionally or whatever, and even physically.

It's a lot. It's a lot, and so he never let himself think about it. Not until a fucked up demonic trinket showed them in a fucked up post-coitus scenario via shared dream.

Andrew freaked out, but he cannot say with one hundred percent honesty that he was completely surprised. It's just that it was all put out there in the open for both of them to see. Not just a comment that can be dismissed as an off-color joke and brushed off with the proper repulsed response before they move on to something else. He tried his best, though, as the voice of reason, the balanced one who keeps them on track.

One of them should try to keep their lives from devolving into complete anarchy.

Even if he knows the clock is ticking and there is only so long he can ignore the hard truth, rationalizing it away. ("Well in your last vision a guy slit our throats, yet here we are.”)

The truth is clear as the vivid scratches on dream-Andrew's back, as the bite mark and rosy purple hickey on dream-Ashley's shoulder.

The cat is out of the bag, and that crusty, feral piece of shit will not be going back in.

No, because they traded its soul away to a demonic entity and had its overcooked flesh served up on the plate. (Seriously, though, they might as well be sacrificing and eating random cats at this point. Mark off one more square on their bingo board of sins…)

Ashley said she expected they would do something eventually. And Andrew might not have expected it, but that does not mean he never thought about it. ("Would you tie your hair up for me," he asked Julia not once but twice…)

The only question now is: who will make the first move?